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disappointments in her life. She remembered how she had got the
'Symposium' volume out of her father's library and struggled
with it in the apple tree. She had expected something like a bag of
unimagined jewels. In any talk much of what was said was like
the wire stage of a clay model and better forgotten as soon as it
was covered over. But what was left from last night was a fabric
plain and large in its incompleted outline,, in which she felt her
mind could wander about very agreeably and very profitably
whenever she was so disposed. And in which Philip's mind might
be wandering even now.
This morning however she had little energy for such explora-
tion. She approved of the great talk and blessed it and felt that it
had added very much to her life. But she surveyed it only from
the outside. The chief thing in her consciousness was that she was
very comfortable and that she did not intend to get up. She would
lie and think. But so far it seemed likely to be pure thought she
would produce, without any contamination with particular
things. She was very comfortable, propped up by pillows in her
extensive bed.
She was, also, had she been able to see herself, very pretty. She
was wearing a silk bed-jacket that just repeated a little more
intensely the sapphire colour beneath her lace bedspread. It was
trimmed with white fur. Her ruffled hair made her look like a
very jolly but rather fragile boy. A great canopy supported by
bedposts of carved wood did its utmost to enhance the importance
of the mistress of Gasa Terragena. The dressing-table with its
furnishings of silver and shining enamel and cut and coloured
glass, enforced the idea that whatever size the lady chose to be, it
was the duty of her bedroom to treat her as an outsize in gracious
ladies. The curtains of the window to the south-east still shut out
the sunlight, but the western window was wide open and showed
a stone-pine in the nearer distance, a rocky promontory, and then
far away the sunlit French coast and Mentone and Cap Martin.
The day was fine but not convincingly fine. Over the sea was a
long line of woolly yet possibly wicked little clouds putting their
heads together. But so often in this easy climate such conspiracies
came to nothing.
She wasn't going down to breakfast; she did not intend indeed
to go down until lunch. She was taking the fullest advantage of
her state to be thoroughly lazy and self-indulgent and lie and play
with her mind. Or doze as the mood might take her.JPhilip and